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TO A VERY HUMBLE FRIEND. 



Where are you bound this foggy eve, 

Brisk fly, that Fate with wings hath blest ? 

My wayward heart would fain believe 
To ev'ry spot it knows the best ; 

Perchance you'll cross the sickening Straits 
And seek the sprightly land of Gaul, 

Where gay Lutetia spreads her baits 
Of grand spectacle, masque, and ball, 

Or revel in the homelier joys 

Her little Belgian sister yields, 
Or, haply, view with tearful eyes 

Dread Waterloo's blood-haunted fields, 

Or fair Boulogne's attractive port 
Your halting place awhile may be, 

Where throngs of lovely bathers sport 
Like Nereids, with the amorous sea, 
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i TO A VERY HUMBLE FRIEND. 

Then slily kiss the sunburnt necks 

Of bonnie fishwives at Portel, 
And feast on many a sloe that decks 

Deep-leaved Denacre's happy dell, 

Or midst those varying beauties stray 

That grace the distant Pyrenees, 
Of gaves that wind their snakelike way 

Through glens all rich with walnut-trees, 

Of wild flow'rs by soft gales caressed 
That, clustering, wreathe the mountain's brow, 

Of falls that dash, in mad unrest, 
And foam each marble bridge below, 

And bask beneath th' ethereal sheen 
That bathes in light each verdant steep, 

Or settle near some dark ravine 

By gurgling cataracts lulled to sleep 
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TO A VERY HUMBLE FRIEND. vn 

Until the mingled cries of hind 

And tinkling bells your slumber break, 

Then skim athwart the gorge, and find 
A mirror in each beryline lake, 

And many a pic and col explore, 

The blasted Maladetta scale, 
And flit from Luchon and Bigorre 

To Argelez' snow-dissolving vale, 

Maybe that next you'll flutter o'er 
The famous Rhine's enchanting spells, 

Each fabled crag, each storied tower, 
Weird Bromserhof, grim Drachenfels, 

And stop, as one entranced, to hear 

The siren Lurlei's witching lay, 
For, pinioned fly, you need not fear, 

That spider seeks far difFrent prey, 
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vili TO A VERY HUMBLE FRIEND. 

And near bleak Schonberg at the sight 
Of seven bare wave-worn rocks grow glad, 

For they were prndes whose heartless slight 
Drove half the neighbouring gallants mad 

And muse yon ruined walls among, 
Of proud old times the hoar remains, 

Then turn to greet the cheery song 
Of peasants in the vine-clad plains, 

Or else — where Devon's streamlets flow 
'Mid red-brown hills and valleys bright, 

Where six-and-twenty Junes ago 
My truest friend first saw the light, 

Or, perhaps, you'll still when morn again 
With yellow fingers tints this sky, 

Be seen beside this slimy pane, 
And so, I'm much afraid, shall I ! 

London, November, 1869. 
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THE RUSTIC BEAUTY. 

Time was when I was blithe and gay, 
In village sports I bore my part, 

But now these frequent sighs betray 
The bitter grief that rends my heart. 

Alas ! by what stern fate's decree 
Have days unvexed by sorrow flown ? 

No sudden change is wrought in me, 
But he is gone ! 

I shun the haunts of those who love 
The mirth that fits their happier mood ; 

And, hid in some secluded grove, 
I nurse my woes in solitude. 

B 
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THE RUSTIC BEAUTY. 

Yet all intent my secret pains 

To soothe their tenderest cares have shown, 
Their tenderness unchanged remains, 
But he is gone ! 

Unheeded now, with pleasant sound, 
The streamlet ripples as of yore : 

The shades the cool leaves cast around 
Allure my weary steps no more. 

All fragrant breaths forsake the rose, 
And hueless seems each subtle tone, 

No change the face of Nature knows, 
But he is gone ! 
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A MARVELLOUS CURE. 

Whence arise all these torments? Ah, God! 
must I die, 

To secret, mysterious sorrow, a prey ? 
Every morn when I wake, in my lustreless eye, 

The unrest of the night is revealed to the day. 



When soft sleep the senses of others has drowned 

In grateful oblivion, and bade them forget 
The cares of the morrow, dread dreams hover 
round, 
Wild visions my brief, broken slumbers beset. 

b 2 
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4 A 11 ARVELLOUS CURE. 

The glow on my cheek, that the roseate morn 
Scarce rivalled in radiance, is faded and fled ; 

And my face, that cruel tears have deep-furrowed 
and worn, 
Grows ghastly and pale, as the face of the dead. 



With passionate throbbings my overwrought heart 
Beats fitful and fast ; o'er my feverish brows 

Cold dew-drops are spread ; ev'ry sound makes me 
start, 
Ev'ry look a vague feeling of shame will arouse. 



My head droops with languor, my fragile limbs fail, 
And hours of sad thinking my spirits depress ; 

My breathing heaves short — but no words can 
avail — 
All words are too weak to describe my distress. 
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A MARVELLOUS CURB. 5 

The opening buds that I once loved c to rear 
To beauty of blossom, all wither and wane ; 

My favourite linnet's rich notes to my ear, 
Unheeding, make sweetest of music in vain. 

But lo ! the young stranger appears in sight 

Who delighted, last evening, to track through the 
glade 
My wandering steps, that the treacherous light 
Of the moon, gleaming full on the pathway, be- 
trayed. 

As mild as a dove's are his eyes, and how kind 
Is his voice, now he calls — in the arms of my lover, 

A sweet, soothing balm will my weary heart find, 
And, fed by his kiss, I shall quickly recover ! 
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ONLY A TEAR. 

{Suggested by the French o/Th^ophilb Gautier.) 



There is not a gallant but treasures with care 
Some token or pledge of his mistress's love 

To cheer him when wrecked in the Sea of 
Despair 
Till Hope, like a beacon, beams radiant above. 



From tresses luxuriant, that know not the loss, 
One has stoPn a lock that he fondly enshrines ; 

With lustre as brilliant, and smooth as the gloss 
On the wing of a raven, it glitters and shines. 
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ONLY A TEAR. 7 

Another has severed a ringlet that lay 

In clusters round brows that were white as the 
snow; 
Bright golden it gleams, like a wave that the ray 
Of the sun in the morning illumes with its 
glow. 



A third has preserved in a bag, on whose sides 
Two mysterious letters are cunningly sewn, 

A garland of flow'rs that he lovingly hides, 

Though dead are their hues, though their odour 
has flown. 



Another a neat little slipper to prize, 
And cover with tenderest kisses is fain ; 

A fifth has a glove that, to judge from its size, 
Could hardly the hand of a Fairy contain. 
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8 ONLY A TEAR. 

No slipper have I, nor a glove, nor a tress, 

Nor one of the charms that to others are dear ; 

Yet a keepsake I cherish, and guard none the less, 
That my note-hook enshrines, for 'tis — Only a 
Tear. 

As pure as the dew-drop 'twas shed, and as bright 
From bluest of skies where no cloudlets are seen, 

And flashed, as it fell, with more luminous light 
Than diamonds that circle the brow of a queen. 

And I deem it more priceless than jewels or gold, 
For in soft dreamy eyes that had ne'er wept before 

'Twas born, and on one of my verses it rolled — 
Blest verse that her tear shall embalm evermore ! 
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A LOVER'S WISH. 



I fain would be the fern-leaves deep, 

Where, when the day begins to die, 
My sweet lies lulled in grateful sleep, 

While Love alone keeps sentry nigh. 
I fain would be the Zephyr's breath 

That o'er her cheek is wont to play, 
The buds that break to flower beneath 

Where'er her fairy foot-steps stray. 

I fain would be the streams that bear 
Her floated body in their flow, 

And ripple round her clustering hair, 
And wanton with each breast of snow, 
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10 A LOVER'S WISH. 

The clinging robes that close embrace 
Her warm limbs glowing from the bath, 

The glass that mirrors every grace 
And charm her lavish beauty hath. 

I fain would hold her heart entranced 

By some voluptuous vision's spell ; 
Then I would have my bliss enhanced, 

And make that dream the truth foretell. 
The cruel fates bid my wish aspire, 

And soar to this too dazzling height, 
For I would be, with vain desire, 

All things wherein she takes delight. 
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LES BOURDES. 

{Imitated from the French.) 

From lips that laughter used to light, 
Where truth was wont to find a home, 

Lips sweet as fruit, as roses bright, 
Alas ! what artful falsehoods come. 

When you my burning looks reprove, 
And all my amorous prayers deny, 

And vow there is no bliss in love, 
You lie. 

In some grim cloister's gloom you seek 
What now you deem " a hallowed rest." 

Methinks I hear, e'en while you speak, 
A sigh thrill through your tender breast. 
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12 LES BOURDES. 

Does that a bigot zeal betray ? 

Or transports that you fain would fly ? 
I know not, but it seems to say, 
You lie. 

You say, your frozen heart to thaw, 
Love vainly fans his smouldering flame, 

In vain prepares his bow to draw — 
The shaft will surely miss it's aim. 

Ah ! cease the frigid prude to play, 
No more the power of Love defy, 

And prove untrue the words that say, 
You lie. 
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A GRAND SPECTACLE. 



Spare Winter quits the scene again, 
And " full rehearsals" now commence 

For that " Spectacle " Spring would fain 
" Produce, regardless of expense." 

And, smiling, as he thinks that all 
Will own his play to he " the rage," 

He bids the CW-koo " make his call," 
And gives the word to " clear the stage." 

The " Company," in their new Green-room, 
Which now yon cloudy curtain hides, 

Are clad in every rich costume 

That, gratis, bounteous " May " provides. 
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14 A GRAND SPECTACLE. 

Each member of the peerless Band 
Is quickly seated in his place ; 

The " First flute" is the Gryllus, and 
The Bumble-bee the " Double-Bass." 

The running fingers of the Breeze 
Play on the rills " con spirito," 

And on the quivering aspen's " keys" 
An oft-repeated " tremolo." 

Full soon the choir of singing-birds 
Their welcome " re-appearance" make, 

And, always perfect in the " words," 
With rapturous lays the echoes wake. 

While sweet Cicales, hid 'neath an oak, 
Their sentimental ditties pour, 

The " buffo" Frog's original croak 
Must set his " audience in a roar." 
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A GRAND SPECTACLE. 15 

Next 'mid the sheltering elms begin 

The black-faced Stare and chattering Pie 

Their "veritable, genuine, 

Legitimate " nigger-minstrelsy. 

Then through the air, with buzzing sound, 
The hornpipe-dancing Dorrs advance, 

And Locusts " introduce " the " Round " 
That they " last season " learnt in France. 

The Ballet-G — nats, intent to please, 

In graceful " pirouettes " expose 
Their naked charms — at least with these 

No " Chamberlain " dare interpose. 

While, waltzing deftly o'er the streams, 

Appear the stately Dragon-flies, 
The saucy Moth's sole " business " seems 

In " break-downs " to display her thighs. 
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16 A GRAND SPECTACLE. 

And, last, the Final " Grand Tableau" 
Unfolds before my raptured sight, 

Wherein the Rose's brilliant glow 
With Lilac's tenderer tints unite. 

And (C) peeps forth the Asphodel, 

With petals " spangled " fresh with dew, 

While clustering Violets blossom (L), 
And (R) the Woodbine opes to view. 

And ev'ry flow'r whose leaves unclose, 

Worked by some matchless " machinist's" skill, 

Around such balmy fragrance throws 
As " vaporizers " ne'er distil. 

And in each opened corol lie 

The shapely Bee and Ladybird, 
With many a handsome " extra " fly 

Whose names " the Public " never heard. 
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A GRAND SPECTACLE. 17 

And now each group of " figurantes " o'er 

Is shed a gleam of roseate hue 
That, shimmering, slowly fades before 

Soft lights of clear cerulean blue, 

And now the Sun " turns on " his rays 
The " borders of the sky " between. 

And with an infinite golden " Blaze 
Of Triumph " fills the dazzling Scene. 

Of all the rare " effects," combined 

To make complete this gorgeous " Set," 

No more can I recall to mind, 

And still, perhaps, the best forget. 

But, where no " Box-keepers " are prone 
To bow, and claim their wonted fee, 

I'll haste to choose my seat alone 
Beneath the boughs of yonder tree. 
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18 A GRAND SPECTACLE. 

And joy to gaze the livelong day 
On such a charming " piece " as this, 

That none, except the Crickets, may 
Pretend to any right to hiss. 
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THE LIFE OF LIFE. 



How nude would be the tree, did no; leaves bear 

A grateful shade ! 
What would the merle be worth who, nesting there 

No music made ? 

How could the leaves grow, if the dew no more 

On them was shed ? 
How could the rivers roll on as of yore, 

By rills unfed ? 

How black the Night would look, if no Star's ray 

Relieved its gloom ! 
Who would the roses care to cull, if they 

Had no perfume ? 
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20 THE LIFE OF LIFE. 

The Earth would be a waste did no Sun beam 

From Heaven above, 
And oh ! how bleak and barren would Life seem, 

Bereft of Love ! 
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AMABILIS. 



1 love my love because her hair 

Curls, golden-bright, like ripening corn, 
Around a brow as pure and fair 
As May-time's thorn. 

Because the bloom that Nature spread 
Upon her cheeks no peach can beat, 
Because her lips are cherry- red, 
And twice as sweet. 

Because, with its diaphanous light, 

The lily's sheen her hands imbues, 
Because her arms are smooth and white 
As snowdrops' hues. 
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22 AMABILIS. 

Because her breasts like sea-foam glow, 
When glittering in the moon's caress, 
And heave like rippling waves below 
Her gauzy dress. 

Because her voice rings rich and clear, 
And on the raptured memory dwells, 
Like silver sounds, to childhood dear, 
Of village bells. 

Because her bosom thrills with sighs, 

Like Zephyrs whispering through the trees, 
Because her fragrant breath outvies 
Their odorous breeze. 

Because her eyes, with radiance filled, 
Reflect the heavens' cerulean light, 
And sparkle like the stars that gild 
A cloudless night. m 
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AMABILIS. 23 

Because the tears that dim awhile 

Those eyes, are fleet as April rain, 
That, like the Sun, her beaming smile 
Soon dries again. 

But here my restless pen shall pause — 
For, whatsoe'er her charms may be, 
I love her most of all because 
My love loves me. 
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A KEEPSAKE. 

(Imitated from the French of Aristide Roger.) 



This china cup, though great its cost, 
And tasteful its design may be, 

Your tender eyes will value most 
Because it is a gift from me. 

See, painted with what subtle skill, 
These dew-pearled roses seem to blow 

On th' alabaster sides that will 
Full soon your rosy kisses know. 

Here will your mouth of vermil-red, 
With charming coquetry, be placed, 

The honey-bee might thus be said 

The flow'r bell's treasured sweets to taste. 
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Within this urn each sombre care 

That shades your lonely hours with gloom, 

And mute regret, and blank despair, 
And tears and sighs, will all consume. 

But when therein, some joyous night, 
Your hands the amber liquid pour, 

And as you drink, with dear delight, 
To him you long to see once more, 

Let not your faithful heart forget 
If fate his fondest wish would crown, 

Twould be to lay his lips where yet 
Is left the impress of your own. 
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SUMMER FANCIES. 



Ask if the smiling Earth is glad 
To greet the morning ray, 

Or if the trembling leaflets bend 
To hear what zephyrs say, 

Or if in quest of water-grass 
The thirsty cattle stray. 

Ask if the reddening Sun desires 
To gain the Ocean's bed, 

Or if the thrushes court the shade 
The sheltering forests spread, 

Or if the daisies drink the dew 
The balmy dawn has shed. 
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SUMMER FANCIES. 27 

Ask if the bee is fain the sweets 

Of woodbines to distil, 
Or if the kisses of the rose 

The moth with rapture thrill, 
Or if the dragon-flies rejoice 

To wanton with the rill. 

Ask if the golden gates of Heaven 

The soaring lark delight, 
Or if the lonely bat is wont 

To woo the peaceful night, 
Or if the distant shores entrance 

The storm-bound sailor's sight. 

But if the sailor scorns the port, 

And bines disgust the bees, 
And grass the herds, and morn the Earth, 

And birds forsake the trees, 
And bats the night, and larks the sky, 

And leaves disdain the breeze ; 
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28 SUMMER FANCIES. 

If dragon-flies detest the stream, 
And daisies loathe the dew, 

And if the Sun abhors the Sea, 
And moths the rose's hue — 

Why, then I can with truth declare 
That I, dear love, hate you. 
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LOVE IN AMBUSH. 

{Imitated from the French of Aristide Roger.) 



Beneath the lilac's tufted flow'rs, 
That quicken in the morning beams, 

She, musing, wiles the lonely hours, 
Entranced in sweet and tender dreams. 

The spring-time all the scene illumes, 
And with its rays her senses thrill ; 

To womanhood the maiden blooms, 
And artful Love has had his will. 

She prays her burning fever-heat 
Some angel may be sent to lull, 

Whose balmy mouth her own may meet, 
The first-fruits of her kiss to cull. 
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30 LOVE IN AMBUSH. 

She swoons — she calls — but none will hear, 
Nor sympathetic answer make ; 

Alone a rose-tree, blowing near, 
Presents its flow'r, for pity's sake. 

And there her fervent lips repose, 
When, sudden, on her checks are seen 

Rare crimson tints, as if the rose, 
Imbued them with its brilliant sheen. 

Then Cupid softly sighs below 
The lilacs, where he lies concealed, 

" She's mine — another heart has now 
Been taught before my spells to yield ! " 
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A SYMPHONY. 

(Designed for a Cantata.) 



The rustling of the balmy gales 

Revives the drooping flow'rs at morn, 

With jovial heart the hunter hails 
The echoes of the ringing horn, 

The cuckoo's accents thrall the ear 
Of the anxious toiler of the lea, 

The hov'ring halcyons flock to hear 
The rippling of the stormless sea, 

The buzzing of the bee inspires 
Each op'ning bud with tender dreams, 

The amorous dragon-fly desires 

To wanton with the purling streams, 
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32 A SYMPHONY. 

The scorching son's meridian ray 

May waste with fire the verdant plain, 

'Twill soon its earliest bloom display, 
Replenished by the pattering rain, 

The herds that summer droughts depress, 
That slowly stray adown the hill, 

With grateful bleat are fain to bless 
The babbling of the distant rill, 

The cushats coo, 'mid holly leaves, 
The timorous turtle dove to cheer, 

The martin, twittering 'neath the eaves, 
To pent-up artisans is dear, 

Late wand'rers list, when light declines, 
The mavis warbling in the brake, 

To glad the gatherer of the vines 
The redpoles rapturous music make, 
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A SYMPHONY. 33 

The hapless exile's dreariest days 

The swallow's quav'ring notes beguile, 

The captive blackbird's blithesome lays- 
Call forth its tearful captor's smile, 

The coy cicada's dulcet strain 

Delights the labourer as he mows, 

The nightingale's oft-sung refrain 

With transport thrills the blushing rose, 

The Savoyards mellifluous flute 

Diverts his lonely wandering, 
To cheer her lord the silver lute 

The Eastern slave is prompt to string, 

Soothed by the tuneful pipe's accords 
The shepherd-boys their vigils keep, 

The welcome evening chime affords 
To wearied hinds the hour of sleep, 
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34 A SYMPHONY. 

The cymbal's resonant peals excite 
The dark-eyed gipsy's glowing dance, 

The soft guitars each moonlit night 
The pensive gondoliers entrance, 

The horses o'er their tedious road 
Speed gaily, lured by tinkling bells, 

The cricket's cheerful chirp a load 
Of care from ev'ry hearth dispels, 

But though with subtlest charms replete 
These witching melodies may be, 

No music ever sounds as sweet 

As your sweet voice, my sweet, to me. 
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LABOUK LOST. 



As Day desires in peace to die, 

To this Green wood a swain repairs, 

And, fancying not a soul is by, 

Thus sighs aloud his passionate prayers : 

" Thou, reddening Sun, that burns to set, 
And sleep in yon bright Ocean's breast ; 
Ye dallying moths, that linger yet 
By half closed flowers to be caressed ; 

" Soft breeze that strays the shrubs among, 
And gently bids each leaf repose ; 
Lone Philomel, whose Elysian song 

With rapturous dreams inspires the rose ; 

d 2 
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36 LABOUR LOST. 

" And late cicale, whose soothing lay 

The trembling fern with transport hears ; 
And Hespems, whose flickering ray 
Will soon dissolve in amorous tears ; 

" Thou, queen of night, whose quivering gleams 
With radiance fill the whitened air, 
And 'neath whose tender glance the streams 
Glad silver smiles are fain to wear ; 

" And cushats, whose sweet cooings melt 
Full many a wakeful turtle-dove, 
All who the sacred flame have felt, 
Oh ! teach my Chloe how to love 1 

Then swiftly from her hiding-place 
Behind the hedge his Chloe skips, 

And clasps him in her fond embrace, 
And with her kisses seals his lips, 
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LABOUR LOST. 



37 



ci Ah ! cease," she cries, with merry glee, 
" Nor such un-needed aid implore, 
For what's the use of teaching me 
What I already knew before ? " 
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THE SECRET. 

{Imitated from the French.) 

Sweet girls, you seek the hours of care 

With varied song and dance to chase, 
But why does Rose, with brooding air, 

Refuse your gladsome sports to grace ; 
You knew her gay among the gay, 

And of this change must know the cause, 
Or are you pow'rless to betray 

The secret of the pensive Rose ? 

I'll ask those looks that used to beam 
Like sunlight on the summer sea, 

But now are clouded o'er, and seem 
Entranced in 6ome deep reverie ; 
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I'll ask that pouting mouth, that ne'er, 
As once, with mirthful accents flows, 

Will neither word nor look declare 
The secret of the dreamy Rose ? 



White daisies, that young hands delight 

In frail, fantastic chains to frame 
And, tinted with a glossier white, 

Sweet-scented flow'rs that bear her name, 
And lonely violet pearled with dew, 

That hid beneath the thicket blows, 
At least shall I not learn from you 

The secret of the tender Rose ? 



Lo ! now the Spring's voluptuous breeze 
With heightened fragrance fills the grove, 

And, whispering, wakes the infant bees 
In ev'ry hive to light and love ; 
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And new-made robes each graceful line 
Of her soft budding charms disclose, 

Therein, perchance, I may divine 
The secret of the blushing Rose. 
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If, when the piercing solar beam 

Through dense hibernal fogs appears, 
You've chanced to watch some frozen stream 
Weep happy tears, 

Or seen, when the early morning glows, 

And ev'ry cloud dissolves in air, 

The golden smiles the grateful rose 
Is glad to wear, 

Or how, when storms have ceased to beat, 
The cowslips lift their drooping heads, 
And joy the glistening gleams to greet 
That Iris sheds, 
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Or marked what ardent hopes inspire 

The lonely shepherd, as he views 
The setting sun the horizon fire 
With flaming hues, 

Or how the wearied hind is fain 

To bless the first faint flickering ray 
Of the evening star, that brings again 
The close of day, 

Or, when the bounteous harvest-moon 

Its soft and luminous sheen displays, 
The raptured nightingales attune 
Their sweetest lays, 

Or, how throughout the restless night 

The fever-stricken sufferer sighs, 
And longs to see kind Phosphorus light 
The Orient skies, 
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Or how, belated in the dark, 

The helpless wanderers wildly stray, 
Until the glowworm yields its spark 
To point the way, 

Or when bleak winter reigns without, 
And snow lies thick upon the earth, 
The shivering children group about 
The blazing hearth, 

Or when rude blustering winds prevail, 

And surging breakers thrill with fear, 
The mariners far-off beacons hail 
With gladsome cheer, 

Or, haply, yon dim dungeon-cell 

A sudden glimmering flash illume, 
And from the captive's breast dispel 
Its wonted gloom, 
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Oh ! then my heart-felt hopes and joys 

And calm delights you can divine, 
Whene'er my lady's radiant eyes 
May beam on mine. 
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The Sun will soon, from behind the clouds, 

In a flood of glory stream, 
And the Ocean's prism refract the gold 

Of its refulgent beam 
As bright 

Is her radiant glance's gleam. 

The dainty bloom on its petals spread, 

A tea-rose opes to view, 
And the. sight of its myriad charms allures 

The butterfly to woo 
As fair 

Is her blush's delicate hue. 
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The gentle zephyrs, at early morn, 
Stray, rustling, through the brake, 

And, whispering low, the sleeping leaves 
To light and love awake 

As soft 
A music her accents make. 

The redolent woodbine's balmy breath 

With fragrance fills the air, 
And the honey-bees, with lightning speed, 

To taste its kiss repair 
As sweet 

An odour her red lips bear. 

The bountiful Spring the maiden thorn 

In spotless robes has dressed, 
And the amorous finch on its foam-like sprays 

Is fain to build his nest 
As white 

Is the hue of her tender breast. 
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And the leaf well knows he's loved by the breeze, 

And the Sun by the summer sea, 
And the moth by the rose, and the bees by the bine, 

And the bullfinch by the tree 
As sure 

Am I that my love loves me. 
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BITTER-SWEET. 

(Imitated from the French.) 

My harassed heart strange secret sorrows wring ; 
I groan, yet yearn not swift relief to find, 
For with the pain rare pleasure is combined ; 
Ah, ah, when first I felt their subtle sting, 
I lay in amorous agonies at your feet — 
No hope have I that Time an end will bring 
To pain so sweet. 

And then your tender voice's soothing tone 
Fell on mine ear, as on faint flow'rs the dew ; 
A sudden flame glowed all my senses through 
When my hands, trembling, thrilled beneath your own , 
That now no more their burning pressure meet, 
Do you not know, Annette, have you not known 
A pain as sweet ? 
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(Suggested by the French of Beranger.) 



At the hour when the infinite dome of the sky 

Is flushed with a roseate hue, 
And slowly the clouds melt away from the hills, 

And the valleys still gleam with dew, 
And with rapturous poeans I spring through the air 
From the branch of the blooming tree, 
Fleet, fleet, fleet, fleet 
My flight in the dawn will be. 

And first I shall go to the dungeon-cell 
Where the desolate captives weep, 

And solace their griefs, while hidden from view 
My pinions I warily keep, 
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And to all, as they listen, and fondly dream 
Of the days when they were free, 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet 
My plaintive ditty will be. 



And next I shall speed to a populous town, 
And, perched 'neath the smoky eaves, 
Shall cheer up the pining artisan 

With songs of the murmuring leaves ; 
And then to the peasants that scythe the corn 
I shall teach an original Glee — 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet 
That roundelay will be. 



And then I shall visit the exile's roof, 
And leave him in hopeful strain, 

When the memoried airs of his fatherland 
I have brought to his ear again ; 
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And then I shall warble for hours above 
Gay mariners out at sea — 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet 
That musical yarn will be. 



And then I shall skim o'er the furrowed fields 

And pipe a pastoral tune, 
With the ploughboy's whistle in sweet accord, 

Through the golden afternoon, 
And at evening chant to the shepherds who tend 
Their flocks on the lonely lea — 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet 
That vesper -hymn Trill be. 



But when the last glimmering ray of the sun 

Has sunk in the purple west, 
I shall fly to the bower of my lady and make 

My bed on her beautiful breast, 

e 2 
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And, charmed by the kiss of her odorous lips, 
That stog far better than me, 

Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet 
My good-night carol will be. 
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At length the rosy morning breaks, 
And with its rays the Ocean streaks — 

Such tints your blushes wear ; 
And now, beneath the Sun's bright beam, 
With gold the surging rollers gleam — 

So shines your curling hair. 

The moist and glaucous light that lies 
Upon the deep reflects your eyes 

With its unclouded hues ; 
And those soft, silky lashes move 
With tremulous flutterings, as above 

The sea the hovering mews. 
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Each rounded breast that heaves below 
Your dress, like billows, to and fro, 

Is spotless as the spray ; 
Your gentle voice's silvery notes 
Sound sweetly as the rippling floats 

When with them zephyrs play ; 

And now the waves with passionate moans, 
Upon the amorous sand and stones 

Their foaming kisses pour — 
But here we'll change the simile, 
For like each wave / fain would be, 

If yotCd be like the shore. 
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{Imitated from the French.) 



Night draws its sable curtain round, 
And seals her eyes in sleep profound ; 
But though her lids are fixt and close, 
Her burning sense finds no repose. 
The delicate blush, the subtle tone, 
That roses mixt with lilies spread 
Upon her velvet cheeks are gone, 
Absorbed in hues of deeper red. 
With fitful throbs each heaving globe 
Of those white breasts, that seem to be 
Like caged birds struggling to be free, 
Beats fast beneath the envious robe 
That hides their loveliness from view, 



Digitized by GoOgle 



5G COUCHES. 

As would the spiteful prudes that bate 

The grace they vainly emulate — 

Now all is changed, and calm anew, 

The flow'r-like blood draws back— she quells 

Her breath — her bosom gently swells, 

Her fragile limbs seem stilled in death, 

And now her lips in murmurs move, 

With sound as soft as zephyr's breath, 

When whispering through the amorous wood, 

Or coo with which the turtle-dove 

Has lulled to rest her tender brood. 

Ah ! is it not the voice of Love ? 

Yes, 'tis the sweet expressive sigh, 

The eloquence by art untaught, 

The echo of each secret thought, 

That speaks the new-felt ecstasy, 

Far more than word or look could tell, 

Of one who by the witching spell 

Of some impassioned vision bound, 

Sees eyes meet her's in languor drowned, 
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And feed upon her budding charms, 
And lips that kindling kisses sow 
Across her hair and quivering brow, 
And cling about her neck, and glow 
Like fire upon her feverish face, 
And whose outspread dissolving arms, 
A phantom-lover's frame embrace. 

Though blest, indeed, must be the maid, 
Whose sleep these rapturous dreams invade ; 
Yet how much happier is his fate 
Who can such images create ? 
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Ere the fresh, dewy day had appeared in the East, 
While the star-spangled heavens were glowing 
with gold, 
We silently gazed on the Sea's placid bieast, 
As, with hands fondly clasped, by its margin we 
strolled. 



" Look, my darling," I said, " thou wilt shortly 
perceive 

The dawn from its bed in the Ocean arise, 
And every star lose its lustre, and leave 

A flickering gleam in the vault of the skies. 
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" And the glorious sun will then burst on thy sight, 

And fill the glad earth with his bountiful ray, 
And the rose-coloured dawn, and the star's tender 

Grow pallid with envy, and fast melt away. 

" But ah ! my sweet Florence, thou never wilt see 
(For me that blest vision is destined alone) 

Thine eyes blind the sun-light, and do e'en as he 
To the light of the stars and the dawning has 
done." 
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COULEUR DE ROSE. 

(Imitated from the French of Theophilb Gautier.) 



Op roses sweet that scent the air, 
The sweetest is, with leaves half shed, 

The tea-rose, sweet its fragrance rare, 
And petals faintly tinged with red. 

At early dawn it bloomed as white 
And spotless as the mountain snow, 

And glittered like the rays of light 

That on the moon-lit foam-flowers glow. 

A butterfly came quick to woo, 

And burned its honied breath to sip ; 

The ravished blossom blushed, and grew 
The colour of it's lover's lip. 
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So richly hued, so subtly made, 

The scarlet flower that near it springs, 

Seems strangely wan, and nigh to fade, 
Like leaves that pallid Autumn brings. 

But, lady, when the gathered rose 
Beside thy damask cheek is placed, 

It's tones their former lustre lose, 
And all it's beauty seems effaced. 

And every rose that Spring has given 
In floral robes the earth to dress, 

In vain, with envious hope, has striven 
To match thy passing loveliness. 
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IS IT PITY OR LOVE? 

{Imitated from an old French Romance.) 



In yon grim keep a captive lies, 

And sings the weary hours away ; 
For his sad doom these plenteous sighs 

My fruitless sympathy betray ; 
And when his plaintive voice I hear, 

My cheeks with silent anguish glow — 
Nay, now, mamma, you need not fear, 

For Pity is not Love, you know. 

When first the strange entrancing sound 
The whispering breeze had wafted o'er, 

I stood, as one enthralled and bound 
By some magician's subtle power ; 
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Too soon it ceased, but on mine ear 
It's echoes linger, soft and low, — 

And yet, mamma, you need not fear, 
For Pity is not Love, you know. 

Since then his songs, with tenderer strain 

Inspired, my ravished senses thrill ; 
Their spells my heart resists in vain ; 

Their accents haunt the memory still ; 
And now from dawn of day till night, 

My lips with those sweet numbers flow — 
Well, perhaps, mamma, you may be right, 

And Pity into Love may grow ! 
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See ! now the sun's meridian glow 

Makes glad with heat the summer day, 

And butterflies flit to and fro, 
And bask them in its genial ray ; 

But ah ! I seek a warmer site, 

Beneath her soft eye's melting light. 



That dainty epicure, the bee, 

Skims slowly o'er each blooming field, 
And peers in ev'ry flow'r, to see 

Which may the rarest honey yield ; 
But ah ! 'tis given to me to sip 
Far choicer sweets from off her lip. 
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The sheltering beech is clothed in green 
And all around it's foliage spreads 

And mid the leaves the birds are seen 
Embowered in their downy beds 

But ah ! I know a cozier nest 

Upon my darling's gentle breast. 
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The glorious Sun, whose lustre lies 
Hidden awhile by the veil of Night 

When roseate Dawn repaints the skies, 
Will glad the Earth with it's golden light 

Oh ! then, oh ! then 
The Sun that has set will shine again. 

The lily has lost it's delicate hue 

And the balm of it's fragrant breath has fled, 
But the morning ray will it's scent renew, 

And livelier tints on it's petals spread 
Oh ! then, oh ! then 

The withering lily will live again. 
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And though the heart is bereft of bloom 

And sunk in the shades of dark despair 
The light of Love could dispel the gloom 
And bid fresh flowerets blossom there 

Ah ! when, ah ! when 
Will the love that is gone come back again ? 
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ON THE SEA. 

{Imitated from the French of Theophile Gautier.) 



The wild sea-mews are on the wing, 
And Ocean's rearing steeds arise 

Above the crested surge, and fling 
Their foamy tresses to the skies ; 

The rain that drizzled through the day 
Has quenched Night's furnaces in gloom, 

The steam-boat, toiling on it's way, 

Has lowered it's long and dusky plume ; 

And I am drifting with the tide 
Towards the land of coal, and sleet, 

And yellow fog, and Suicide — 
— To kill oneself the time is meet. 
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Oli ! my wrung heart is like to break ; 

The Ocean heaves it's troubled breast 
And seems, like some true friend, to take 

In all my woes an interest. 

Get hence, ye pangs of hopes that fall, 
And joys that fleet, and dreams that go, 

From your ideal pedestal 

Leap down into the waves below. 

Get hence, ye torturing pains of yore 
Which haunt the harassed memory still, 

And from each cicatrizing sore 
A stream of bloody tears distil. 

Ye burdens of my heart, sink down 
Too long I've borne your grievous freight, 

In Ocean's depths for ever drown — 
— For me you'll not have long to wait ! 
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Lulled by the plaintive wails and moans 
And cries of the ever-sobbing Sea, 

Upon the sandy, surf-washed stones 
How blest to-night my sleep will be ! 

But lo ! a woman, young and fair 



Regards me from her seat apart 
Whose kind, compassionate looks declare 
Far more than words her pitiful heart 

And with those rays of tenderness 

Sweet Sympathy has put to flight 
The sombre clouds of my distress — 

Hail ! soft blue eyes, green waves, good-night ! 
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What matters though from leafless sprays 
The vagrant birds in flocks have flown, 

And chant their well-remembered lays 
To charm the stranger's ear alone, 

Since thy clear silvery accents ring 

Far sweeter than the swallows sing : 

What is't to me if snow-flakes spread 
And spoil and mar the shivering glade, 

And ev'ry rose's leaf is shed, 

And all it's summer blooms decayed, 

Since blushes thy soft cheeks adorn 

That put the fairest flow'rs to scorn : 
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Why should I grieve though skies are drear, 
And clouds o'ercast the blue serene, 

And for the mistful atmosphere 

The glimmering sun can scarce be seen, 

Since through thine azure eyes the light 

Of Love, my love, burns ever-bright. 
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That April day it was delight to pass 
Mid daisies opening in the half-grown grass, 
And over us soft skies of watchet blue, 
Whilst infant birds chirped forth their earliest lay 
From blanching thorns begemmed with gentle dew, 
That April day. 

Though now I hear rich notes of throstles fill 
The flowering wood, and view each dale and hill 
With fluid gold imbued until the Earth 
Glows like a sea of fire beneath the ray, 
What garish splendour of July is worth 
That April day ? 
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" Gay finches warble from their nests 
New-buHt amid the budding trees, 

And cowslips bare their maiden breasts, 
And wanton with the wooing breeze, 

The Spring-time comes — ah ! well-a-way I 

But my love comes not any day. 



Through stainless skies the warm sun glows, 
And, fainting 'neath his amorous beam, 

The blushing roses softly drowze, 

And halcyons hang around the stream 

The Summer comes — ah ! well-a-way ! 

My sweet love comes not any day. 
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Upon the gentle boughs the leaves 
With hues of tenderest brown are clad 

And, gathering in his wealth of sheaves, 
The tiller of the soil grows glad 

The Autumn comes — ah ! well-a-way ! 

My true love comes not any day." 



And now dark Winter's icy blight 

Enchains the brook, and strips the glade, 

The corn is reaped — the birds take flight, 
And all the frozen flow'rets fade 

And her lost love — ah ! well-a-way ! 

Comes back upon her dying day. 
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Now pallid Evening with her locks infolds 

Day's radiant eyes 
A pensive stillness grows around, and holds 

The dusky skies. 

The sunken sun behind the far hill's crest 

Serenely sleeps 
But with faint twinkling ray from out the West 

Keen Vesper peeps, 

And, one by one, 'the awakening stars begem 

The veil of Night 
And shed their gentle dews, and after them, 

With milder light, 
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Beams forth the peerless queen of Heaven's bright 



Upon the face 
Of the Earth that slumbers with soft silvery smiles 
In her embrace. 

The echoes, children of the breeze, no more 

The hollows shake 
In vain their languid mother wantons o'er 

The tranquil lake. 

Of vanished noons the green trees fondly dream 

And coming morn 
And like the ripples on the Ocean gleam 

By storms unworn. 

The tempest is enchained within it's cave 

By silence bound 
The tide drifts to and fro each sluggish wave 

With scarce a sound. 
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Anon a flagging zephyr feebly blows 

Across the mere 
Too weak to mar one shadowy reed that glows 

Reflected there. 

No cornfields tremulous with quick flutterings 

thrill 

As 'neath the gale 

Each leaflet born within the brake is still 

And in the vale 

Each haunted grove is motionless, and dumb 

Each sylvan cell 
And from the pine-crowned hill no murmurs come 

Nor from the dell : 

The rivulet is stagnant that the hreeze 

Was wont to stir 
And thrall with their wild woven harmonies 

The raptured ear ; 
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With drooping leaves the delicate lily dwells 

Beside the spring 
Their peal of music it's frail silver bells 

Have ceased to ring, 

The soporous banes as if entranced appear 

Mid hemlocks dank 
And each narcotic plant that clusters near 

The river's bank. 

The blossoms of the moveless willows bear 

Their soothing balm 
And ev'n the branches of the aspen share 

The blissful calm. 

The jaded nightingale forsakes the rose 

For his warm nest 
And she from dalliance faint is fain to doze 

On earth's soft breast. 
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The bees with too much honey glutted drowze 

On beds of thyme 
And mute cicadas swarm amid the boughs 

Of many a lime. 

The bosom of the stream the dragon flies 

Forget to kiss 
And cradled in each tender flow'rcup lies 

An ephemeris. 

The torpid gnats have lost the pow'r to sting 

The weary herds 
And heavily to each closed calyx cling 

Stray ladybirds. 

The merle is hushed by its own lullaby 

To sweet repose 
On sheltering elms the rooks are perched hard by 

The roosting crows. 
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No longer now the populous glades resound 

With finches' lays 
The feathered choir a well-earned rest has found 

Mid hawthorn sprays. 

Long since the lark her goodnight carol sung 

Within the wood 
The voiceless throstles fold their wings among 

Their dormant brood. 

The turtles nestling on the holly bough 

In peace recline 
Upon each other's breast, as, dearest, thou 

Shouldst lie on mine. 
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(Adapted from the French.) 



Beloved one, 

Sleep sweetly there 

My strains alone 

Float through the air 

Beloved one 

Sleep sweetly there 

For thy dear sake, 

For thy dear sake, 

My strains alone, j 

My strains alone, 

Soft music make ; 
Repose in this secluded grove 

In blissful calm 
With golden dreams the god of love 

Thy sleep shall charm 
Thy youthful cheek with radiance glows 

And flow'r-like bloom 
Thy fragrant breath has robbed the rose 

Of it's perfume 
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In this enchanted spot all things 

Delight afford 
The streamlet flows, the linnet sings 

In sweet accord 
But Nature yet far greater joys 

Prepares for thee 
When from the veil of sleep thine eyes 

Released shall be. 

Beloved one 

Sleep sweetly there 

My strains alone 

Float through the air 

Beloved one 

Sleep sweetly there 

For thy dear sake 

For thy dear sake 

My strains alone, 

My strains alone, 

Soft music make. 
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I dreamt that I was wandering thro' 
A crowded mart, whose deafening stir, 

Like some wild Ocean's ebb and flow, 
With changeless discord vext the ear, 

Until a lark's sweet thrilling song 

Rose high above the clamorous throng ; 

I dreamt that in a fragile bark 

I sailed across the treacherous tide, 

With threatening clouds the heavens grew dark, 
The waves dashed o'er the vessel's side, 

But guided by the polar star 

I gained the destined harbour-bar ; 
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I dreamt that when the storm was o'er 
I rambled through a verdant wood, 

And watched the daisies raise once more 
Their tearful eyes in gratitude 

To greet th' inspiring rainbow's sheen 

That, arch-like, spanned the clear serene ; 

I dreamt when round a garden fair 

I strolled upon a winter's day, 
And wept that ev'ry bower was bare 

And withered petals paved the way 
I spied with joy half-hid in snow 
One delicate silver blossom blow ; 

I dreamt as in a desert land 

I toiled along an arid plain 
That ne'er a zephyr's breath had fanned 

That never knew the summer rain 
How welcome seemed the pleasant shade 
A solitary palm-tree made ; 
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I dreamt I blindly groped amid 
The mazes of a cavern vast 

And sought in vain the treasures hid 
Within it's depths, until at last 

A single diamond's scintillant light 

Flashed full upon my dazzled sight ; 

Unbroken by another dream 

The calm oblivious hours went by 

But when at length a roseate stream 
( )f light imbued the Eastern sky 

I woke, with glad surprise to see 

My lady bending over me. 
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Again the swallow seeks the eaves, 

The finch the budding tree, 
And zephyrs rustle through the leaves 
And wake the honey-bee, 
Look at gentle Flora gathering cowslips on the lea 

The noontide sheds it's brightest beam, 

The sprays are in full-flower, 
And dragonflies caress the stream 

Through all the golden hour, 
Look at tender Flora weaving roses in the bower. 

It's ripened store the harvest yields, 

The stalwart reapers ply 
Their sickles in the amber fields 

Beneath a dreamy sky, 
Look at pensive Flora gleaning poppies mid the rye. 
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The night is bleak — the sunshine gone, 

The pitiless North winds blow, 
The pitiful moon looks down upon 
A graveyard robed in snow, 
Look how o'er sweet Flora's tomb the silver blos- 
soms grow. 
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(Imitated from the French.) 



Ah !, sweet, in sweet abandonment you sink 
Upon my panting breast ; e'en now I drink 
The cnp of pleasure at those lips that quail 
With wild delight ; now on mine eyelids pale 
And like the tender rose's leaf half shed 
And on my snow-white neck and arms outspread 
And tremulous temples and my feverish brow 
And through these tresses that all wildly flow 
And float like waves of gleaming gold around 
Which love's fond hands in dalliance unwound 
And on each cheek your kindling kisses rain 
And make my mouth like fire till through each vein 
I feel the glad blood bound, and hear the beat 
Of two hearts throbbing but as one, and meet 



d by Google 



W) LA REVEUSE. 

The thrilling pressure of your arms enlaced 

Curled girdlewise about my quivering waist 

Then starting from your grasp, with breathless cries, 

I wake — to see athwart the Orient skies 

The first faint ray of early morning beam, 

And weep to find that it was all a dream. 
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In yonder mill that stands alone, 

Whose wheels these waters feed 
There dwells so fair a maid that none 

Her beauty can exceed, 
Yet though of peerless charms possessed, 

Tis no less strange than true, 
She's doomed to pine by love unblest, 

No gallant comes to woo 

And sighing all the day she still 
Listens to the tick-tack tick-tack 

To the dull dyspeptic tick-tack 
Tick-e-tick-e-tick-tack, 
Tick-tack of the mill. 
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At length a traveller passing by 

Perceives her hapless plight, 
So kind he is — he fain must try 

To put her cares to flight 
" Oh ! come" he says " 'twill do you good 

And wile the time away 
To ramble through the neighb'ring wood 

And hear what thrushes say " 

And all — next morn — the lassie still 
Listens to the tick-tack tick-tack 

To the sly sarcastic tick-tack 
Tick-e-tick-e-tick-tack 
Tick-tack of the mill. 



And sunny smiles have banished now 
The gloomy looks of yore, 

And with a rare unwonted glow 
Her cheeks are rosied o'er, 
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And, seated on her lover's knee 
Her circling arms are placed 
Around his yielding neck, while he 

Twines his about her waist 

And thus each moonlit eve she still 
Listens to the tick-tack tick-tack 
To the sweet ecstatic tick-tack 
Tick-e-tick-e-tick-tack 
Tick-tack of the mill. 



d by Google 
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Though fair may be the lily's dew-pearled leaves 

That woo and wanton with each vernal gale, 
And sweet the lullabies on August eves 

Of bulbuls heard within a moon-lit vale, 
Yet sweeter sound to me the trilling strains 
That Philomel's red-throated sisters yield, 
And fairer seem the flow'rs that half concealed 
Erstwhile were blooming on the whitened plains — 
These Snowdrops that inwreathe my darling's head, 
Those Robins that her gracious hand hath fed. 
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WAITING FOR AN ANSWER. 

— 4 — 

Tis hard to wait so long, my dear, 
From your closed cherry lips to hear 

A favourable answer come 
For, though I'm told that Love is blind 
I really cannot call to mind 

I ever heard that it was dumb. 
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EVE. 

A SONG OP THE PERIOD. 

(Adapted from the French.) 

♦ 

I'm treated like a child, alas ! 

Though I am just sixteen to-day 
If in my walks young men I pass 

I'm told to look another, way 
When people talk of Belle Helene 

But bid me from the drawing-room fly 
Should I not — -just outside — remain 
Tell me why ? 

When strolling through the crowded street 
An envious veil conceals my face 

And, spite the driving wind and sleet 
I'm ne'er allowed my dress to raise 
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This ankle neat, this foot well-made 

Are hid from each admiring eye 
Should not such beauties be displayed 
Tell me why ? 

A month ago I call to mind 

That cousin Arthur was our guest 

How tender were his words, and kind 
And how my waist he warmly pressed 

If I refused his amorous prayer 
He vowed that he would surely die 

Why should I drive him to despair 
Tell me why ? 
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— ♦ — 

Here is a store of precious stones 
Than which none can be rarer, 

And ev'ry connoisseur owns 
He'd like to be the wearer. 

Through Dora's clustering curls may yet 

Be seen the topaz beaming, 
The purest opals neatly set 

In Blanche's mouth are gleaming, 

On Rosa's lips the ruby lies 

As if with passion flaming, 
While diamonds flash from Lucy's eyes 

All other jewels shaming 

And tho' they're thus exposed to view, 
Nor lock and key conceal them, 

He'd be a daring robber who 
Should ever try to steal them. 
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SUB ROSA. 

(Adapted from the French.) 

♦ 

Friends, let us sing the rose 
Of flow'rs the peerless queen 

And henceforth let the rose 
At ev'ry feast be seen 

Enwreathed with many a rose 
The Loves delight to dance 

And Venus wears a rose 
Her beauty to enhance 

With finger-tips of rose 

Morn decks the heavens above 
The lover makes the rose 

An oracle of love 
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The thorn that on it grows 
Is but an added charm, 

For him who plucks the rose 
It can no longer harm ; 

The colour of the rose 
The cheek of beauty dyes 

From lips that match the rose 
Exhale soft odorous sighs 

To grant what I propose, 
Sweet girl, be your behest 

And let me seek the rose 
Mid lilies on your breast. 
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FRERE D' AMOUR. 

(An Ancient French Conte newly told.) 



I know my love displeases you, therefore 
Without delay I open wide the door, 
The love goes out — small blame for that I earn- 
How can I love if I'm not loved in turn ? 
And so I fly the yoke of servitude, 
And, living free, escape ingratitude. 
'Tis thus the quaint old bards of days of yore 
Pretend that Love — the first that Venus bore — 
Living alone, and brotherless as yet, 
Was but a mite, nor could he bigger get 
But thus throughout his infancy remained, 
Nor with advancing years in stature gained 
Like other children whom the gods begat ; 
Wherefore these all in solemn council sat, 
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And then decreed that Cyparis should go 

To take the advice of Themis for to know 

What was the reason that her only son 

Since first he saw the light had never grown ; 

" Give to your child " replied the oracle 

A brother Love — then note a miracle — 

For he whom now a puny babe you see 

Will, swift as thought, a strapping fellow be ! " 

Hence ev'ry lass should do like Cupid's mother, 

And quickly give to her young Love — a Brother. 
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IN THE MORNING. 

— ♦ — 

Through the Orient cloudlets bright Phosphorus 
breaks 

And chases the shadows away 
And with happiest of tears the valley awakes 

To greet the caress of the Day. 

The horizon is flushing with passionate joy 

As it kisses the brow of the hill 
And the zephyr's light fingers in dalliance toy 

With the wavy curls of the rill 

And the lark soaring up through the clear serene 

Fills the air with his shrill delight 
As in rapture the daisies that gem the green 

With their starry eyes track his flight 

While the bees to the lips of the jessamine cling 

Inhaling their sweet perfume 
The cicada begins his best carol to sing 

From the bed of the blossoming broom 
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Now the weariless bulbul enchants again 

Each rose with his serenade 
And the merle is repeating his tenderest strain 
• To the buds in the hawthorn glade 

And the swifts that to many a distant clime 

In the autumn are wont to stray 
Delightedly twitter and bask for a time 

In the smile of the Summer ray 

And the halcyons swarm in a flock for a look 

At the radiant face of the stream 
And the dragonfly skims o'er the bosom of the 
brook 

Entranced in an exquisite dream. 

Here tremulous lily blooms nestle and lie 

On the rivulet's heaving breast 
While others bespangle the hedge hard by 

By the dews of the morn caressed 
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And the iris uncovers her maiden charms 

To the butterfly's burning gaze 
And the ivy outspreading it's flexible arms 

Embraces the oaken sprays 

To the cushat's retreat at his cooing call 

The turtle is fain to fly 
While the ladybird's soundless songs inthral* 

The leaves with their melody 

And the pansies quiver and thrill as they hear 

The sighs of the amorous gale 
That even their coy little sisters stir 

In their nook in the depth of the dale 

Yes ! the Earth and the sky and each insect and 
flower 

And the breeze and the bird and the bee 
Are surely expressing the magical power 

Of Love, my beloved, to thee. 
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{Adapted from the French.) 

♦ 

Ah ! the bonnie little wood 
Ah ! the bonnie charming pleasant little wood 
Guess what there may be 

In this woody glade ? 
There's a little tree 

That gives a grateful shade 
The tree is in the wood 
Ah 1 the shady wood 
Ah ! the bonnie charming shady little wood 
In this blooming tree 

Guess what there you'll find ? 
A little nest you'll see 
With mosses softly lined 
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The nest is in the tree 

The tree is in the wood 

Ah ! the shady wood 
Ah ! the bonnie, shady, cozy little wood 

In this mossy nest 

Guess what there may be ? 

A little god doth rest 
The God of Love is he 

Yes ! Love is in the nest 

The nest is in the tree 

The tree is in the wood 

Ah ! the crafty wood 
Ah ! the shady, cozy, crafty little wood. 
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LOVE'S LOGIC. 

{Adapted from the French.) 



In treating me with such disdain 

The Scripture's precepts you neglect, 
" Thy neighbour love " it says in vain 

If you my amorous prayer reject. 
The fault that you are guilty of 

Is most unnatural, my dear, 
If those who hate you, you should love, 

Your lover you must e'en revere. 
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(Adapted from the French.) 



Near where the Sun's refulgent hue 
With brightest lustre gilds the stream, 

A late Spring rose-bud opes to view, 
And sparkles in the fost'ring beam 

A zephyr quick the flow'r descries ; 

Her myriad charms his heart ensnare 
And, hov'ring round, his odorous sighs 

The ardour of his flame declare 

His amorous vows are all in vain 

The scornful blossom's heart to move, 

" Ah ! cease" she cries " this tedious strain, 
I'm far too young to think of love." 
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The zephyr swift of pinion flies 

From tenderer flow'rs to find relief, 

And sees a blustering blast arise 
And roughly kiss her frailest leaf, 

The petal falls, and high in air 
Is whirled by the resistless wind, 

A second — third — a like fate share 
Till none at all are left behind 

And once again when day is done, 
The zephyr seeks the beauty's side 

But lo ! her early blooms are gone 
And barren thorns alone abide. 
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A 80NG. 

{Adapted from the French.) 

Life like a Race-course is 

In which who seek to gain 
Must run — no laggard can 

The foremost rank attain 
There modest merit may 

Sometimes with favour meet 
But honour crowns the heads 

Of those of swiftest feet. 

Clic-clac-clic houp lit 
Clic-clac-clic houp la 

Going— going— going— going 

All away to Epsom Downs 
Clic-clac-clic — houp la 
Clic-clac-clic — houp lit 

Going — going— going— going 

All to Epsom Downs. 
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In short we run through life 
Both great and little too 

Each has his separate road 
With different ends in view 

Hurrah ! who cares for toil 
Who cares how much we strive 

So long as we at last 

At Happiness arrive 

CKc-clac-clic hoiip la 
&c. &c. 

Some court too fleeting Fame 
For Wealth some madly run 

While some by the artful wiles 
Of Love are blindly won 

Fame, gold, the sweets of Love 
The lust of power and place 

Are baits which lure men on 

In life's exciting race 

Clic-clac-clic— hemp la 
&c. &c. 
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SOUVENIRS. 

{Imitated from the French of Th£ophile Gautier.) 

She's dead ! poor tiny winsome thing, 

Her coffin fills so scant a space 
That th' arms of him who made it bring 

It here, as 't were a fiddle-case ; 

Her " personal estate " is spread 

Upon the table and the floor ; 
With saddened air, and drooping head 

Here lies the Jack that jumps no more; 

And if the doll should seem less weak, 
'Tis hard her wooden frame to bend, 

Yet dew-drops glisten on her cheek, 

And sighs her paste-board breast distend. 
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And dolly's dinner-set displayed 
In wild disordered groups you see, 

And Noah that from the ark has strayed 
With his long-coated family. 

The musickal box too is dumb, 

But touch the spring, and you shall hear 
So sorrowful a murmur come, 

Twill draw from ev'ry eye a tear. 

No feeling heart unmoved could look 
On this quaint medley in the room, 

The toys the angel-child forsook — 
The cradle emptied by the tomb ! 
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IGNOEANCE NOT BLISS. 

(Imitated from an old French Chansonnette.) 



" Ah ! Love, he is a cunning child," 

So says mamma to me, 
" Though bland his looks, his accents mild 
Worse than a snake is he. ,, 
And yet, though all she says be true. 
What evil can a small boy do 
To a girl as big as me ? 

Yet Kobin, yesterday, I spied 

Concealed beneath a tree, 
And nestling closely by his side 

His cousin Rosalie : 

They praised some charming god, and who 

He was by certain signs I knew — 

'Twas he ma bids me flee ! 
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At once this mystery deep to know, 
My mind from doubt to free, 

To look for Love myself I'll go 
And Jacques shall go with me. 

Against the child we shall be two, 

What harm then can the urchin do 
If bad he prove to*be ? 

So Annie found the child, 'tis said, 
Her mother feared to see ; 

And now, soft blushing, sits the maid 
Upon her sweetheart's knee : 

Nor speaks she of the child she saw, 

But says, " I will believe no more 
What mother says to me ! " 
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How long, to dark despair a prey, 

Must I in solitude repine ? 
The zephyrs through the sad yews stray, 

And mix their piteous sighs with mine. 

What fate in envious spite detains 
The dallying footsteps of my fair ? 

Ah ! haste to soothe these torturing pains, 
And hours of future bliss to share. 

For now keen Winter's pitiless blight 
Has ceased to vex the shivering plain, 

And gracious Spring, to glad the sight, 
Displays her emerald robes in vain ; 
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And though the buds to blossom break, 
And young birds chirp from every tree, 

The fairest spot your charms forsake 
Seems like a desert place to me. 

My grief of it's intensest throes 
Your tender song beguiled of yore ; 

Each lingering day to evening grows, 
But that sweet sound is heard no more. 

I fled the town, and e'en its stir 

And mirth, without regret, resigned, 

But though I bore your image here, 
All hope of peace I left behind. 



d by Google 



THE STREAMLET. 

{Imitated from the French of Theophile Gautier.) 



Lo ! near a lake the streamlet flows, 
Between two stones it threads its way, 

And where its goal, nor heeds, nor knows, 
But sings through all the summer day. 

" Oh ! joy unlooked for," in such wise 
It sings, " though earth below was drear, 

My banks grow green, the azure skies 
Are mirrored in my waters clear. 

" For me bright flowers, of varied hue, 
With wealth of odours load the air : 

The dragon-fly makes speed to woo, 
And toy with one he finds so fair. 
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" Who knows to what my fate may lead ? 

May be that I, with new-born power, 
Full soon some smiling vale may feed, 

Or lave a beetling- rock or tower. 

" With flowers of foam bedeck and crown 
A bridge of stone, a granite quay, 

The white-winged vessels, hurrying down 
To meet the eternal, boundless sea." 

Thus sings the streamlet, thus with hope 
It's future gilds ; but leaves unseen 

How near the cradle grave-yards ope, 
How scant a space there is between. 

The child, who might to manhood's bloom 
Have ripened, Death shall early take ; 

Even so the streamlet finds its tomb 
Fall'n headlong in the ravenous lake. 
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SPRING-TIME. 

{Imitated from the French of Be'ranger.) 



When Winter's blast of leafy shades 

Had bared each linden tree, 
My eager eyes grew glad with hope 

Once more my love to see. 
'Twas then that by her bounteous hand 

I saw the robins fed, 
Till quickening leaves across the boughs 

Their envious curtain spread. 
Ah ! cruel Spring to blind the light, 
And shroud my lady from my sight. 

When Dawn had chased the clouds away, 

Then I could see her rise, 
Soft blushing like the loveliest hue 

That tints the Eastern skies. 
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And I could say, when clustering stars 
Had gemmed the heavens around, 

Her lamp is quenched, her tired lids 
In grateful sleep are bound. 

Ah ! cruel Spring to blind the light, 

And shroud my lady from my sight. 

I pray for Winter's swift return ; 

I long to hear again 
The pleasant sound of pattering sleet 

Upon the frozen pane ; 
For what avail your vaunted spells ? 

Your charms no more beguile, 
Your flowerets fade, your days wax dark 

Without my lady's smile. 
Ah ! cruel Spring to blind the light, 
And shroud my lady from my sight. 
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Deep blushes burning through your face 
Like roses born of late Spring glow ; 

Soft languors in your eyes replace 
The looks of scorn they used to know. 

The heaving breasts those robes enchain, 
As if to burst their bondage, move ; 

Frail robes a mother's cares in vain 
Had wrought to bar the hand of love. 

No more your mocking lips reject, 
In pitiless sport, my amorous prayer, 

Nor chill desire with cold neglect 
That drove your lover to despair. 
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You muse and brood with pensive brow, 
To moods of tenderness resigned ; 

The transports of a bliss till now 
Unsought your ravished senses find. 

What though the prude, with envious spite, 
The rapturous joys of love reviles, 

Dear love that deepens each delight, 
And sorrow of it's sting beguiles. 

To those who thus his fame belie, 
And e'en as sins his pleasures treat, 

Let your enamoured heart reply, 
No sin was ever half as sweet. 
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TRIOLETS. 

{Imitated from the French.) 



Ah I what a charming phrase it is, 
That truly loveable phrase je faime / 

To ardent lovers how full of bliss ! 

Ah ! what a charming phrase it is, 

To hear it spoken with tenderness 
All other pleasures puts to shame, 

Ah ! what a charming phrase it is 
That truly loveable phrase^ t'aime! 
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Li friendship or love the same always 

To rival it were quite in vain, 
The lover or friend, utt'ring that phrase 
In friendship or love the same always 
His rapturous joy at once betrays, 
And then repeats it o'er again, 
In friendship or love the same always 
To rival it were quite in vain ; 

I really don't know why it should be, 
But I ne'er can say anything more, 
Each moment the phrase returns to me, 
I really don't know why it should be, 
For I'm famous for my oratory, 

Who can the cause of it explore ? 
I really don't know why it should be, 
But I ne'er can say anything more ; 
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Yes, if on feeling one may rely, 
The reason's just as clear as the day, 

Sweet lady, your true lover am L 

Yes, if on feeling one may rely 

My proffered love you'll not deny 
So that there's nothing left to say, 

Yes, if on feeling one may rely, 
The reason' 8 just as clear as the day. 
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From gazing on the rosy hue 

That streamed athwart the Eastern sky, 
A wand'rer turned entranced to view 

A rosier milkmaid tripping by ; 
" Sweet girl," he cried, " come, let me show 

You where to cull the blooming May ; " 
" No, sir," she said, " I've far to go, 

I really cannot waste the day." 
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" Then listen to this tender song, 

The newest ont you may be sure, 
In ev'ry concert-room a throng 

Of people give it an encore, 
The ladies of the Court rejoice 

With it to wile the hours away." 
" No, sir, I know one just as nice, 

I really cannot waste the day." 

" Shall I the ghastly tale recite 

Of him who haunts yon dismal wood 
Pursued by hounds each moonlit night, 

Who pant to welter in his blood, 
That story '11 thrill you through far more 

Than those the penny mags display." 
" No, sir, I've heard it oft before, 

I really cannot waste the day." 
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At last upon her arm he placed 

His own, and drew her to his side, 
And then he clasped her round the waist, 

And in her ear he softly sighed, 
" If only one fond kiss you'd grant, 

Indeed, I would no longer stay." 
" Kind sir," she said, " take all you want, 

For thus we shall not waste the day." 
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A BACHELOR'S REASONS. 



A husband I should like to be, 

But satirists too oft have said 
" Man loses all his liberty 

The very moment he is wed, 
His wonted rest from daily cares 

And peaceful nights he'll find no more 
Unless his bride the breeches wears " 

That's why I am a Bachelor. 
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I envy ev'ry new-felt bliss 

That " happy pairs " are said to taste, 
And as I hear each rapturous kiss, 

I long, myself, to be embraced 
But, if there should — in nine months, say, 

Arrive two babes ! ! or three ! ! ! or four ! ! ! ! 
You'll have them squalling all the day, 

That's why I am a Bachelor 

I've read when Turkish couples find 

They can't agree, their codes ordain 
That those the priest hath wrongly joined 

The lawyer may divide in twain, 
But, though your wife makes life a curse, 

According to our English law 
In vain you sue for a divorce, 

That's why I am a Bachelor. 
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A QUESTION FOR BENEDICTS. 

{Imitated from the French.) 



When Orpheus lost his helpmate, and, 

As some assert, his wits as well, 
To find her he approached the land, 

Where Pluto was supposed to dwell ; 
Less amorous, and by far less civil, 

A husband at the present day 
Oft sends his consort to the devil, 

Which is the wisest should you say ? 
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Eurydice was brought to light, 

But Orpheus being mad anew 
To look upon her ere he might, 

She passed for ever from his view ; 
Not quite as pleased to see his bride 

A husband at the present day 
Would, perhaps, have turned his head aside, 

Which is the wisest, should you say ? 

Half frantic at his curious fate, 

Poor Orpheus, having fiercely sworn 
To female lures eternal hate, 

Became the victim of his scorn. 
By death robbed of his dear wife's charms, 

Through grief a widower of to-day 
Would plunge — into another's arms 

Which is the wisest should you say ? 
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A HAPPY RELEASE. 

{Imitated from the French o/B£ranger.) 



" Hip hip hooray, hip hip hooray 
My wife 
Has departed this life 
Hip hip hooray, hip hip hooray 
To Heaven her soul has fled away. 

For one so pure I know 

That Heaven's the fittest bourne, 
Since from the shades below 

They say the dead return 
Hip hip hooray, hip hip hooray, &c. 
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Ah 1 me, the nuptial tie 

E'en Heaven itself had blest, 

A happy man was I 

For a day or two at least 

Hip hip hooray, hip hip hooray, &c. 



Although her accents wild 
At once the shrew betrayed, 

Her temper was so mild, 
So my young neighbour said 

Hip hip hooray, hip hip hooray, &c. 



No, ne'er could turtle dove 

Her tenderness excel, 
What truth was in her love 

Let her last lover tell 
Hip hip hooray, hip hip hooray, &c. 
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O God I Survive my dear 

I can't upon my word, 
No, no, Til follow her 

To see her safe interred. 



Hip hip hooray, hip hip hooray 
My wife 
Has departed this life 
Hip hip hooray, hip hip hooray 
To Heaven her soul has fled away ' 
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SAPPHO. 

{Imitated from a French Ingenuite.) 



I'm now eighteen ! my mistress prides 

Herself on my prodigious knowledge, 
I'm far the cleverest girl, besides 

The biggest in the " Ladies' College ; ' 
Though in each task I show such skill 

That all my grateful teachers love 
To praise their fav'rite pupil, still 

Such learning doesn't seem enough ; 
Ah! 
When shall I know something more ? 
What it is — I'm not quite sure 
But I so want to know 

Something more ! 
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To play at skipping-rope, and sing 

About " a cottage near a wood " 
Was rather nice, but not the thing 

For one who's grown to womanhood ; 
The girls whose schooldays are gone by 

Bay that no time is fraught with bliss 
Like that they spent at school — but I 

Don't think a change could be amiss ; 
Ah! 
When shall I know something more ? 
What it is — I'm not quite sure 
But I so long to know 

Something more ! 



This half eight prizes I have won 
For writing, worsted-work, dictation, 

Tatting, Philosophy, and one 
For very general information, 
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The seventh prize was for " Etiquette " 

And ladylike deportment too, 
The eighth the dancing-prize, and yet 
They all to me were fairly due ; 
Ah! 
When shall I know something more ? 
What it is — I'm not quite sure 
But I so yearn to know 

Something more ! 



Gh ! yes, methinks that I foresee 

A brighter future dawn to view, 
And cousin Frank declares that he 

Would fain believe — just what I do, 
And while we nurse the happy thought, 

And my hand trembles in his own, 
I feel, in spite of all we're taught, 

The sweetest things remain unknown. 
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Ah! 
Soon shall I know something more, 
What it is — I'm not quite sure 
But I so burn to know 

Something more ! 
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THE CONVERTED MONK. 

(Imitated from the French o/B£ranoer.) 



To a monk that trembling shook 

At Love's sweet name 

The devil came, 
A nursemaid's form he took. 
The monk cried out " Get away, 

Get away, 
Get hence, Satan, get away." 

As the barmaid of an inn 
He came back now 
With cheeks that glow, 

Red lips, and dimpled chin. 

The monk cried out " Get away," &c. 
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As a danseuse he returned 

Two-thirds undressed 

With sensual breast 
And small foot neatly turned. 
The monk cried out " Get away," &c. 



As a singer young and fair 

He came again, 

Her amorous strain 
Stole softly through the air. 
The monk cried out " Get away," &c. 



To a duchess then transformed 

Whose eye caught fire 

With hot desire 
The hermit's heart he stormed. 
The monk cried out " Get away," &c. 
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The de'il took up new arms ; 
Sweet girl, one night 
Flashed on the sight 

Of the monk your fancied charms. 

He cried no more " Get away," &c. 



Such grace his soul inflames 
And sad to tell 
From out his cell 

The credulous monk exclaims 

" stay, Archangel, stay, 
stay, 

stay, I prithee, stay I " 



d by Google 



THE FLOWER GIRL, 



Gentles, gentles, come and buy, 

Buy my pretty posies, 
Their tints will please the sharpest eye, 

Their scent the nicest noses. 



Upon each day the funds are due 

You're seen at Capel Court, sir, 
No bloom bears interest for you 

Then like the moneywort, sir ; 
Sly Senator, a place to get 

Your seat you're solely keeping, 
This clematis may give you yet 

A lesson, sir, in creeping. 
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Gentles, gentles, come and buy, 

Buy my pretty posies, 
Their tints will please the sharpest eye, 

Their scent the nicest noses. 



Vain fops, who think your killing air 

Must charm each girl that passes, 
Just put these pale narcissi where 

You place your flattering glasses ; 
A lady you're to wed I'm told 

With wealth in expectation, 
Of favours, sir, the marigold 

Best suits your situation. 

(Jentles, gentles, come and buy, 

Buy my pretty posies, 
Their tints will please the sharpest eye, 

Their scent the nicest noses. 
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To a shop you go in New Bond Street, 

To be with fresh blooms graced, ma'am, 
To set them off, why, these crowsfeet 

Should 'neath your eyes be placed, ma'am, 
Eh ? Mrs. Candour, well you know 

And spread each rumour flying 
This adder's tongue would fitly shcfw 

Between your false teeth lying. 

Gentles, gentles, come and buy, 

Buy my pretty posies, 
Their tints will please the sharpest eye, 

Their scent the nicest noses. 



Ah ! Rose, those tell-tale looks declare 
You'll soon bring forth a blossom ; 

This clinging honeysuckle wear 
Till then, upon your bosom ; 
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Stern pedagogue, whose angry brow 
Sets many a schoolboy mourning, 

The dragons flowers ought really now 
Your den to be adorning. 

Gentles, gentles, come and buy, 

Buy my pretty posies, 
Their tints will please the sharpest eye, 

Their scent the nicest noses. 



Come, lassie, to the Jack that o'er 

The surge will soon be steering, 
Give this forget-me-not, 'tis sure 

To keep his mind from veering ; 
Hail ! smiling May, if you would please 

Sweet William's tender fancies, 
And mutely prove your heart's at ease, 

Send him this bunch of pansiee. 
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Gentles, gentles, come and buy, 

Buy my pretty posies, 
Their tints will please the sharpest eye, 

Their scent the nioest noses. 

For youthful Marguerite, in whose breast 

Soft amorous thoughts are waking, 
A chain of daisies I had just 

This very day been making ; 
But for the prude, whose envious spite 

Brands Love as " so immoral," 
I've got, to share each lonely night 

A wintry sprig of laurel ! 

Gentles, gentles, come and buy, 

Buy my pretty posies, 
Their tints will please the sharpest eye, 

Their scent the nicest noses. 
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THE LOVER'S SEASON. 



The reapers 'mid their plenteous sheaves 

Of grain a golden harvest make, 
With rustling sound the yellow leaves 

Fall fast within the mournful brake, 
Vague gossamers dim the solar ray, 

Each swallow quits his native tree 
Afar o'er brighter lands to stray, 

And yet 'tis summer-time with me. 

Bleak soughing blasts sweep down the wold, 
Keen hoarfrost binds the voiceless rill, 

The redbreast, shivering in the cold, 
Seeks shelter at some window sill, 
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Aboye, the barren boughs are dight 

With delicate silver filigree, 
Below, the sward is robed in white, 

And yet 'tis summer-time with me. 



The nestling finches chirp beneath 

The foam-like hawthorn's earliest blooms 
That soon the sighing zephyr's breath 

Will rob of all their fresh perfumes, 
The trembling daisies, moist with dew, 

Peep forth o'er the unfurrowed lea, 
Anon resounds a shrill cuckoo, 

And yet 'tis summer-time with me. 



My full heart marks not any sign 
Of change the tides of seasons bear, 

For thou hast linked thy love to mine, 
Content or weal or woe to share, 
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And while that sweet voice glads my ear, 
And those soft pitiful looks I see, 

Throughout the blest revolving year 
'Tis always summer-time with me. 
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